TheTragedie 

That ncufr flept a quiet houre with thee, 

No w fils thy fleepc with perturbations, 

To morrow in the battaile thinkeon me. 

And fall thy edgelefte fword difpaire anddie. 

T o Rich. Thou quiet foule,(lccpe thou a quiet fleepe, 
Drcaroc of fuccefle and happie vi&orie, 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee. . 

Enter the C hoi ft oj 'Buckingham. 

The firft was I that helpt thee to the Crowne, 

Thelaft was I that fell thy tyrannic, 

O in the battaile thinkc on Buckingham/ 

And die in terror of thy guiltinerffe, 

Drcame ©n, drcame on,of bloudic deeds and death, 

Fainting difpaire,difpairiqg.yeeld thy breath- 
To 'Rgch. I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 
Butcheare thy heart,and be thou not difmaid, 

God and good angels fight on Richmonds fide, 

And Richard fals in height of all his pride. 

Richard flarteth vp out of a dreamt. 

K.Ri. Giue me another horfc.bind vp ray wounds, 
HauernercielefuifoftJ did but drcame. 

O Coward confcience,how doeft thou afflift meL 
The lights burne blew.it is not dead midnight. 

Cold fearcfull drops ftand on my trembling flcfli, 

What do I feare my felfe f theres none elfe by, 

Richard loues Richard, that is, I am 1 , 

Is there a murtherer here? no. Yes I am. 

Then flic, what from my felfe ? great reafon why? 

Leaft I reuenge. What my felfe vpen my felfe? 

Alackc I loue my felfe,wherefore? for any good 
That 1 my felfe haue done vnto my felfe i 
Ono,alasl rather hate my felfe. 

For hateful 1 deeds committed by my felfe : 

Iamavillaine,yctl lie,I amnot. 

Fooleof thy felfe fpeake weli,foole do not natter, 

My conference hath a thoufaud feuerall tongues, 

And euerie tongue brings in a ^uerall tale, 

And cuery tale condemns me for a viliaine t p^duri^ 





12 dreamesj 


Rat. My Ford. 

IO. Zoundc/who is there? 

Rat. Ratchffc,my Lord,tis I 
Hath twife done falutation to the morne, 

Your friends aic vp,and buckle on their armor. 

King. O Ratclifte,! haue dreamd a fearfull 
Whar thinkftthou, will our friends nroueall 
Rat. No doubt my Lord. 

King. ORatc!iffc,l feare, 

Rat, Nay good my Lord, be not 
King. By the Apoftlc.Paul, fhadowes 
Haue ftrooke more terror to the fou'c of Richard, 
Then can thefubftan.ee often thoufand foulciiers. 
Armed in proofe,and led by (hallow Richmond. 

Tis not yet neare day, come, go with me, ' 

Vnder our 1 cnt> l ! e play the ewfe 
T o fee if any meanc to fhvinke from me. 

Enter the Lords to Richmond. 

Lor, Good morrow Richmond. 

Cne mercie Lords,and watchfull Gentlemen 
That you haue tane a tardie fluggard 
Lor. How haue you flept myto 
Rich. The fweeteft fleepe and fa 
That cuer entred in a drowiichead, 

Haue 1 fincey out departure fad my Loi 
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PftafRichard the third. 

Periurie,periurie,in the higheft degree. 

Mu thev.fterne murther,in the dyreft degree,’ 

All feu:rall finne^all vfde in each degree, . 

Throng to the barre, crying a!l,gui!fie,guiltie. 

I (hall difpaire,thcreisnocrcaturcloues 
And if I die, no foule will pittie me : 

And wherefore fhould thcv,fince tli3t I my 
Finde in my felfe 3 no pittie to my felfe. 

JVlc thought thefoulesofall that I muitherd. 

Came to my Tent, and euery one did threat, 

To morrows vengeance on the head of Richard 

Enter Rdtchjft 


